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Is is many Years ſince, that t“ is 
Piragi- Comedy of Joan of Heding- 
ton came to my Hands, when the 


Truth of the Facts were freſh in 
=== Memory ; however, it is hoped that 
me has ſo far buried ſome of them in Oblivion, 

that now it may ſeem a Fable, and that a Murder, 
like that of Hanging up of Joan, would never be 
attempted to be committed by a Perſon of Breed- 
ing, in ſo polite a Town as that of Heding ton. 

| TI have been credibly inform'd, that ſoon after 
Its Compoſition the Parts were given out to ſeveral 
ingenious Perſons for Action, but that Defigntail'd, 
becauſe ſome Decorations for the Stage were want- 
ing, aud the Muſick between the Acts, which was 
to have been very long, was not fully perſected; 
I have had Information likewiſe that the Pro- 
logue was not written by the Author, or rather 


Authors of the Play, but by a Ferſon of Good 
4 2 Elocution 


4 


— — PT _—_ \ — 
. MT 
, — — 2 — —— 2 —— — a ww — " 
. X . . — 


EEG adn. wet bas erm. 7 EE Gd ILL SG OA — CII 
- 8 r 2 — ——— ö 7˙ U EE EEES — — — 
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Elocution and Graceful Preſence, who was to 
have ſpoke it ; and would by his Delivery have 
equall'd Roſcius, Allen, Burbage or Batterton, 

The Prologues of the Ancients were Introdu- 
tory to the Play, and ſeldom pretended to Wit, 
but gave an Account of the Author of it, and 
whether it were of his own Compoſure, or a 
Tranſlation 3; and infiſted moſt upon Entreaties 
for the Good-Nature, Attention and Silence of 
their Audience. 


Date Operam, & cum ſilentio animadvertite 
Ut pernoſcatis quid ſibi Eunuchus velit, 


Be ſtudions, and ſilently give Attention, 
That you may fully know what the Eunuch means, 


is the Concluſion of the Prologue to that Cele- 
brated Play of Terence, which gain'd the repeated 
Applauſe of Rome. And to the ſame Purpoſe, 
though in more Words, is the Concluſion of the 
Prologue to Phormzo, only in the latter he com- 
plains that one of their Plays, which was Hecyra, 
was not ſuffer'd to be ated, by reaſon of the Di- 
{turbance and Noiſe of the Spectators. 


Date operam, adeſte æquo animo per ſilentium; 

Ne ſimili utamur fortuna, atque uſt ſumus, 
Cam per tumultum noſter grex motus a loco eſt, 
Quem Acloris virtus nobis reſtituit Locum, 

Bonitaſque voſtra adjutans, atque æquanimitas. 


The Prologues of all the Plays of Terence ſeem 
to have been written by the Actors, at leaſt not 
to have exceeded their Capacity. In that of Hecyra 

the 
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purchaſe freſh Coptes for their Diverſion. 


Mea cauſa cauſam hanc accipite & date ſilentium, 
De lubeat ſcribere aliis, mihique ut diſcere 
Novas expediat poſthac, pretio emptas meo. 


The Epilogues of the Ancients were of a more 
conciſe Nature than their Prologues, and came 
up even to a Lacedæmonian Brevity. Thais, and 
Bacchis, or Myſis and Phryg:a, the Ladies or 
Chamber-Maids of thoſe Times, were not forced 
to change their Cloaths, and after the Play come 
to regale the Audience with an Epilogue not be- 
coming the Modeſty of their Sex; Nor did Lu- 
cius Ambivins Turpio, or Lucius Attylins Præ- 
neſtinus, preſume to Huff and Threaten their 
Audience, and to throw Lightning and Thun- 
der amongſt them, as has been done in theſe latter 
Ages, and been very judiciouſly refſected on by 
Mr. Bays in his Rehearſal. The Epilogues of 
Three Comedies of Terence, the Eunuchus, the 


Heautontimoreumenos and Phormio, proceed to 
no farther an Extent than that of theſe four words, 


Vos Valete & Plaudite ; Farewell and Clap: 
But that of Hecyra curtails this Exuberance, and 
is content with two, Vos Plaudite; and thoſe of 
Andria and Adelphi condeſcend ſo far as to have 
only one, vis. Plagaite, Clap. 


The Prologues and Epilogues of our Antient - 


Engliſh Poets were probably of the like Compo- 
ſition, though ſome of them were made by the 


Authors themſelves, but moſt ran upon the ſame 


A 3 85 Subject. 
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the Principal Actor, Lucius Ambivius Turpio, up- 


on his own Account intreats their Silence, that he 
might be encourag'd to ſtudy New Parts, and 
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Subject. I ſhall proceed no farther at preſent upon 


this Point, becauſe I defign a compleat Diſſertation 
concerning all the Prologues and Epilogues that 
have come tu my Hands, and ſhew the Priſtine 
Simplicity of them, and the Licentiouſnets that 
has daily crept in upon them in ſucceeding Ages. 


I have been aſſured that one of the Authors of 
this Tragi-Comnedy uſed often to lay before him 


the Prologue of Ben. Johnſon to his moſt applauded 
Play, called, The Fox, which does not yield to 
any Comedy of any other Nation whatſoever, 
for the Juſtneſs of Thought, Propriety of Ex- 
preſſion, and the True Painting of the Chara- 
ders, and may be ſaid to be the moſt excellent 
as to the Variety of Incidents, the ſeveral Cata- 
ſtrophe's, and the compleat working up of the 
whole Deſign. The Peice is what I have thought 

fitting to lay before the Reader, it being remark- 
able for the Number of the Verſe and the Quaint- 
neſs of the Expreſſion. 


The PROLOGUE to the FOXod 


Ben. Johnſon. 


NI, Luck God ſend ns, and 4 little Wit 
Mill ſerve, to make our PLAY hit; 
( According to the Palates of the Seaſon ) 
Here is Rhime, not empty of Reaſon : 
This we were bid to credit, from our Poet, 
Whoſe true ſcope, if you would know it, 
In all his Poems, ſtill, hath been this meaſure, 
To mix Profit with your Pleaſure 
And not as ſame (whoſe Throats their Envy failing) 
Cry hoarſely, All he writes, is Railing : 


Ana, 
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Ana, whe his PLAYS come forth, think, they can flout 
them, | | 
With ſaying, He was a Year about them. 
To theſe there needs no Lie, but this his Creature, 
Which was, two Months ſince, no Feature; | 
And, though he dares give them five Lives to mend it, 
"Tis known, five Weeks fully penn d it: 
From his own hand, without a Co-adjutor, 
Novice, Journeyman, or Tutor. 
Tet, thus much I can give you, as a Token 
Of his PLAY's worth, No Eggs are broken; 
Nor quaking Cuſtards with fierce Teeth affri ghred, 
herewith your Ront are ſo delighted ; 
Nor hales he in a Gull, old Ends reciting, 
To flop Gapps in his looſe Writing ; 
With ſuch à deal of monſtrous, and forc'd Action : 
As might make Bethlem 4 Faftion : 
Nor made he his PLa v, for Feſts, ſtoln from each Tables 
But makes Jeſts to fit his Fable. 
And, ſo preſents quick Comedy, refined, 
As beſt Criticks have deſigned, 
The Laws of Time, Place, Perſon he obſerveth, 
From no needfal Rule he fwerveth. 
All Gall, and Coppraſs, from his Ink, he draizeth, 
Only, à little Salt remaineth ; 
Wherewith, hell rub your Cheeks, till (red with Laughter) 
| They ſpall look freſh, @ Week after. 


In my Opinion the moſt ene e Paſſages i in 


this Prologue may be apply'd to the Tragi-comedy 
A 4 oi 
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of Joanof Hedington. For, in the firſt place, if 
a Poet takes care to mix Profit with Pleaſure, 
and endeavours that his Rhime be not empty of 
Reaſon, a little Wit will make his Play Hit, and 


gain it a deſerv'd Succeſs. In this Performance 


the main Deſign is to promote an Univerſal Good, 
by expoſing of Vice, and ſhewing the Dangers 
it leads Perſons into, either of loſs of Limbs or 
Life it ſelf ; and when Virtue 1s the chief Aim, 


all good People will be pleaſed to fee the con- 


trary to it diſregarded : And ſince the Diction 
is eaſie and proper, there is nooccafion for Points, 
Punns, Quibbles, old Jeſts, or forced Expreſſions, 
fince our preſent Age, like that of Auguſtus, is 
more inclinable to reliſh the Natural Beauties of 
Terence, than the mean Pretenſions to Wit that 
were uſed by Plautus, and afterwards exploded 
by Horace. The Prologue goes on, that it was 


_ objected to the Author of the Fox, That all he 


wrote was Railing, whereas indeed he drained 


all Gall from his Ink, and left only a little Salt. 


So if Perſons will do irregular Actions, it is not 
a Lampoon to tell them of it, and reprove them 
with ſome Smartneſs; and this is ſo far from Re- 
flection, that it ſhews the Irregularities of a very 
few are diſcountenanced by a larger part, and 
ought at leaſt to ſhame thoſe decay ing Members 
into a Compliance with better Examples. When 
the Prologue ſays, the Author was not above 
five Weeks about his Play ; Something might 
Iikewife be: ſaid of this, that the working it up 
did not coſt ſo much Time as the Birth of an E- 
lephant, or the Production of the famous Oration 


of Iſocrates. Laſtly, the Prologue takes no _ 
e 
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The Laws of Time, Place, Perſons he obſerveth, 
From no needful Rule he fwerveth. 


And in this Poem it may be remarked, that not- 
withſtanding the Shortneſs of it, yet it ſtill 
keeps up to the Rule of Horace. r 


Neve minor, neu ſit quinto t roductior Alle 
Fabula, que poſci vult & ſpectata reponi. 


Which is, 
The Play which you deſign ſhould often pleaſe, 


Muſt have five Atls, and neither more or leſs, 
Mr. Creech's Tranſlation of the Art of Poetry. 


Then as to the Time of the Action, I have ſeen 


none (except the Adventures of five Hours, and 
ſome few Tragedies in Imitation of the French) 
that can come near it; for the whole Space of 
Time does not ſeem in probability to be of 
greater extent than that of Maſter Church-war- 


dens fetching up of the Cows, and his Wife's milk- 


ing of them. The Place for the Performance of 
the Action is comprehended in the ſmall Vicinage 
of Hedington, in which Street every Body ſees 
every Body, and every Body knows every Thing; 


there is no running from thence to Cowley, ſo to 
 Hinkſey, and then back to Marſton, as we have 


Parallel Inſtances in moſt of Shakeſpear's Trage- 


dies. Then for the Manners of the Perſons, they 


are entirely carried on throughout, Mother Har- 


ris and Mother Franklin don't talk like Mr. Cole, 


neither do Father Clarkenwel, or Mr. Atſon, ap- 


proach the Spirit of Mr. Pindar; for, as Horace 


has its 
Nec 
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Nec fic enitur Tragico differre Coloni, 

Ut nihil interſit Davuſne loquatur, & audax 
Pythias emuntto lucrata Simone talentum;, 
An Cuſtos famuluſque Dei Silenus alumni. 


Which Verſes are admirably improved by 

Mr. Creech, who indeed has been a ſecond Ho. 

race, if not a ſuperior Genius to him, and had 

done greater Wonders if he had receiv'd the 

Lights which have been given ſince his Deceaſe 

— — Author, and lately communicated to the 
ublick. 


They muſt not make all Perſons talk, alike, 

Tube City Valet, and the Country Dick; 

be Chamber - maid grown impudently bold, 

When ſhe has rabb d the Lecher of his Gold: 

_ The Downright Farmer, and the Dowdy Sot, 
Or elſe the brisk Companion o'er his Por. 


Here are great Notices of the Significancy of the 
Latin Tongue, not to be found in any Com- 
mentator, except Mr. Creech. N 
Davus is to ſigniſie a City Valet and a Coun- 
fry Dick. : 

Simo ſignifies a careful Father who would hin- 
der his Son from following ill Courſes; and a 
Eecher that will ſuffer ?:imfelf to be rob d by a 
Chamber-maid. 

But Silenus is a Perſon that can appear under 
different Capacities, a that of a Downright Far- 
mer, a Doudy Sot, i 4 a Brisk Companion. 

But before the Riu can know whether the 


Perſons in the Play prefer their Characters, it 


may not be im let lim fre who are 
principally concezled 3; 0 Aon, Dræ- 


W: 


H 
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Dramatis Perſine. 
n 
R. Pindar, a young Gentleman, and a 
great Diſputant, who had made a Pro- 
greſs in Moral Philoſophy, and has a Notion: of 
Friendſhip, as an Heroic Virtue, and therefore 
is very faithful to Mr. Cole; but he has no great 
Infight into Caſuiſtical Divinity, which makes 
him undertake a Murder to pleaſure his Friend. 
Mr. Cole, a Weſt-country Gentleman, who is. 
of an Amorous Temper, and very eaſie Nature, 
as appears by the Indulgence he ſhews to Mrs. 


Frances, and the Tenderneſs he bears to her Mo- 


ther. gere. | 
Father Clerkenwell and Mr. At ſon, two North- 


Country brawny Fellows, very powerful at their 


Ale and Tobacco. ry 
The Church-warden, a confiderate diſcreet 


Perſon, and very compaſſionate, though ſoine= 
thing negligent 1h not having preſented the E- 
normities of the Perſons living in his Pariſh. | 
Perſons mentioned. tf 
Mr. Warburton, a deceas'd Lover of Mrs. 
Frances Harris. 
Mr. Hopman, a fictitious Name. . 2 
Crendon, a famous Bag - piper, not admitted. 


WOMEN. 


Mother Shephard, a prudent Perſon in her 
way of ſelling Ale, - virtuouſly inclin'd, but ſuf- 
tering her Cuſtomers to run into Exceſs out of 
Hopes of her own Advantage. 

Mother 
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Mother Franklin, a Perſon that concerns her 
ſelf with little but the Offices of her FunQion, 
which are Brewing and Bottling of Ale, and at 
the ſame time very Neighbourly. | | 

Joan of Hedington, a Country Woman, and an 
ancient Pariſhioner in Hedington, of a Calling 
which though diſconimendable, yet has been 
made uſe of in all Ages; ſhe ſeems Spirituous, 
and, if her Employment would ſuffer her, nor diſ- 
inclinable to Virtuous Counſels, at leaſt ſhe de- 
ſpiſes the more vile Practiſes of others of the ſame 
Profeſſion. | 


Joan, who though ſhe pretends to more Genti- 
lity, yet has not the ſame Plainneſs and Sincerity 
as the former. | 

Mrs. Frances Harris, a Tilt. 


SCENE Hedington. 


Time of Action from bringing up Mr. Church 
 . warden's Cows, to the end of Milking them. 


I muſt confeſs, that I have been ſomething 
negligent as to the Chronology of the Play, and 
the Lear when the Tragical Attempt was made 
upon Joan of Hedington, ; but a Learned Perſon 
may eaſily compute it, for it was two Years after 
the Blazing Star, and four Months, ſeven Days, 
twenty Minutes, and fifteen Seconds, after the 
great Cudgel- play ing at Cowley Wake, which 
is the Olympiad of that Country, where 5%n 
Paſmore of Hedington won the Hat and Fea- 
ther; and when this is ſettled it will be eaſie to 
find the Names of the Church-wardens; but whe- 


Mother Harris, one of the ſame Calling with 


2 jan} . hg, Fo: 0 apy bole — 


ther 


Lan 
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ther the Church- warden here mention d were 


the Upper or the Lower one, will remain a 


Difficulty for Criticks to determine, which I 
ſhould be proud to do, if I had a coi venient Op- 
portunity. | th; 
I have no certain Account what became of 
Mr. Pindur; but if the Raſhnefs of his Attempt 
were not alleviated by the Impatiency of his 
Friendſhip, according to Poetical Juſtice, he ſhould 
not go unpuniſhed. Mr. Cole had no other than 
honourable Deſigns, and having afterwards mar- 
ried Mrs. Frances Harris, retired into the Coun- 
try, where they paſſed their Time eaſily with a 
moderate Fortune. 

As for Clerkenwell and At ſon, in probability 
they would go Southward; for as they were 


good - for- nothing Perſons, ſo neither is it of much 


Concern what became of them. 

Mother Shephard and Mother Franklin conti- 
nued many Years in their Honeſt Calling, and one 
of them may be alive ſtill; for I bave not as yet 
any account of their Epitaphs, which I generally 
colle& from all Pariſhes once in ten Years. 

Joan of Hedington, whether by the Bruiſes 
ſhe might have receiv'd in the Struggle ſhe made 
for the laſt Efforts of Life, (as will appear in the 
Play when ſhe was tied to the Beam by Pindar) 
or by the Concern ſhe might have for the Affront 
ſhe had received, after having lived ſo long in 
the Neighbourhood, or being agitated by the 
Furies, ran Diſtracted, and in that violent Con- 
dition diſcloſed the ſecret Tranſactions of her 
Life ; bur undoubtedly what ſhe then delivered 
was like a Sick Woman's Dream, inconſiſtent 


with 
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with it ſelf, incoherent in its Parts, and a mix- 
ture of ſome grounds of Truth, veiled with a 
Cloud of fabulous Inventions, raiſed from an ir- 
regular Imagination: So that no great Obſerva- 
tion could be made from what ſhe ſaid. How- 
ever, it gave occaſion to a Poem call'd Joanna 
Furens, which being a Rhapſody of Latin and 
Engliſh, came but to few Hands, and has ſince 
periſhed. | 


Having been already longer than I at firſt 


defigned, I ſhall make my Remarks upon the 
Play much ſhorter than I would have done other- 
wile. | 
Revenge and Friendſhip are two great Baſes 
upon which a Play may be Built, and they ap- 
parently have thePredominance 1n this Interlude. 
The Provocation, the Injury, the Thirſt after 
Revenge, and the Accompliſhment of it, and that 
by the help of Frienaſbip, run through the whole 
Contexture. ä N 

The Drama is open d by Mother Shephard and 
Mr. Church-Warden, two grave Perſons, as is 
that of the Adelphi in Terence. 


Senes qui primi venient, hi partem aperient 
In agendo partem oft endent. 


Mitio and Demea, the two Brothers, were in 
the firſt Scene to diſplay their own Characters, 
and to continue them throughout, ſo Mrs. Shep- 
hard in the firſt Scene declares her diſlike to Vice, 
and having been an exact Obſerver of the whole 
Tranſaction, concludes the Play with a very re- 
markable and uſeful Piece of Morality, wk 


It 
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It has been objected to this Play, that the Scene 
between Mother Harris and Jaan of Hedington 
has too much Freedom of Language, which they 
are pleaſed to term Scolding; but to this it may 
be anſwer' d, that both of them preſerve their 
Characters, for Ill Words will follow Ill Deeds; 
and it may be further ſaid, that in the Tragedies 
of the Antients, both Greek and Latin, there 
are Examples of greater Intemperance in Speech, 
Scolding Imprecations and III Language; and 
that theſe Perſons ſpeak more like Princeſſes than 
Medea or Hecuba. In Terence his Andria the 
Scolding Scene between Myſis and Davns is the 
moſt Artificial of all that Comedy, which tho 
not the Wittieſt, is eſteemed one of the moſt 
nicely wrought Pieces of that Author. The 
whole Turn of the Play depends upon it, and 
Daus commends himſelf for it in theſe Words, 


Paululum intereſſe cenſes, ex animo omnia 
Ut fert Natura facias, an de Induſtria. 


Scolding muſt be Scolding, and there are no o- 
ther Words it can be put into but thoſe of Na- 
ture. Joan and Mother Harris had their Nails 
to fight with, but it would have been ridiculous 
to have introduced them with their Helmets and 
Launces, like Joan of Arc, or the Amazonian 
Hippolita. | 

It has likewiſe been objected, that Joan of 
Hedington's Calling not being commendable in 
its own Nature, the Author ought not to have 
made her juſtifie her ſelf ſo far as to ſay, ſhe had 
been honeſt in her Calling; but for this there is an 
Example in the Adelphi of Terence, where Sannio 


aſter 


"be Publiſher to the Reader. as 7 
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after his Confeſſion that he was Perjur'd 7 he 
Plague and common Deſtruction of Touth, 


Leno ſum, fatear, Pernicies communis adoleſcemium 


Herrn, e.. 1 4 | A 
proceeds afterwards to ſay vob; 
| | 


At ita ut uſquam fide fuit quiſquam optuma. 


that he had the beſt Credit of any one that had tu 
ever followed that Employment. | th 
It has been further ſaid, that the Soliloquy of in 
Fran of Hedington in the fecond Scene of the he 
tirſt Act, and her Expreſſions in the ſecond Scene an 
of the. third Act, are too lofty for her Character; Te 
but this Criticiſm will wholly vaniſh, when theſe fra 
Lines of Horace's Art of Poetry are thoroughly pre 
conſider d, and it will be allowed that Comedy Re 
upon occaſion may admit of elevated Expreſſions, I = | 


Verſibus exponi tragicis res comica non vult 

Indignatur enim privatis ac prope ſocco 

Dignis carminibus narrari cœna Thyeſis. 

Singula quæque locum teneaut ſortita decenter. 1 5 
Interdum tamen es Vacem Comadia tollit 


Tratuſque Clremes tumido delitigat ore. 
Hor. de Art. Poetica. 


Which is thus Tranſlated by Mr. Creech, with 
his uſual Improvement and Brightneſs. 


A Comick Sory hates a Tragich Style, 
Bombaſt /poi/s Humour, and diſtorts 4 Smile. 
And Tragical Thyeftes' barb'rous Feaſt 

Scorns mean and common Words, and hates 4 Feſt: 
Let every Subject have what fits it beſt : 


Tis 
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n Comedy may be allow'd to riſe, 
And rattle in a Paſſion or Surpriſe. 


I hope it will give no Offence, that Mr. Co/e, 
Act 2. Scene 1. amongſt the terrible things which 
he ſuppoſes to be at Shorover, declares that he 
ſhould not be frighted if Camels were there, 


whereas.a Camel is an innocent harmleſs Crea- 


ture; but it muſt be conſidered, that the Notion 
that he had raiſed to himſelf of a Camel was 
impreſſed upon his Imagination from the Sight 
he had had of them in old Tapeſtry Hangings, 
and might therefore think they bad a Phyſical 
Terribility equal to their Bulk. But I muſt re- 
frain, and omit the Defence of particular Ex- 


preſſions, various Readings, &c. and beg the 


Reader's kind Acceptance of theſe Endeavours, 
as being, c. 


ERRATA to the foregoing Pages. 


| | cage 5. line 16. for Attylins read Attilius. p. 8. I. wit. r. notice. 
p. 10. I. 1. for enitur r. enitar. for Coloni r. Colori. p. 12. J. 9. 
for nor r. not. 1. 10. for Counſels r. Courſes. p. 13. I. 16. for fer r. 
but. p. 16. I. 11. for es r. G. : 
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TRAGI. COMEDY 


O F 


, of Hedi ington. 


8 C E N E Eilige. 


In Adden of SHAKESPEAR. 


* * 


The PROLOGUE, 


Allants, we here preſent you with a Play, 
The Product of a Country Holiday. 

Tit uſual now with Protogues to be Witty, 
But ve are not; good Faith, the more the Pity! 
Our Play won't ade ye Laugh, nor make ye Cry, 
For tis a perfect Tragi-comedy. : 
We have no hopes for this our homely „ 
But that for being ſhort you'll think it ſweet. 


A 


Ent 


ö 1 
p : p - : 
4 ) : * 2 ” r » >. N k | 
. ? - * I | 
| : | ” * * : 191 4 * * 2 
. * - k | — 22 0 
0 FX) * - * 9240 = " 
N . 7 " - 


SCENE Hedington 


In Imitation of Shakeſpear. 


* ; 


_ 
„ : 


SCENE rhe High Stre ed in klalington. 


| Enter Mother Shephard and the Chur ch· warden 


e 


| auO-c Mother Shephard. 


ENDED, Mr. Church-warden, as 
l was ſaying before, this ſame 7% 
of Hedington 182 naughty Woman. 
2 BE Church-warden. I cannot help it, 
Neighbour. 
Mother Shephard. She does not keep a Civil 
Houſe, and is a Diſgrace to the Town, for Gen- 
tle men dare not come to iny Houſe to drink, for 
ſcar they ſhould be thought to go to Pans. 
Church. . Have you good Ale, Mother 
Mother Shephard, Yes that I have marry. 


B 2 Church-w. 


— — en. 
7 p ̃ ̃— M 
** 3 „ n — — 
7 4 - 
+ _ * 9 _ . 


1 — —— — — —ꝛ ³—ͤ——ä m — 2 


ad Joan of Hedington. 


 Church-w. Why then People will come for 
all Joan, I warrant you. But I muſt go fetch 
up the Cows. Ha! Here are Gentlemen a com- 


Lo other Shephard. He! A Pox on thend. They 


are going to Franklin's. However, I have got Gans 


are two of them coming. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Father Clerkenwell and Mr. Atſon. 


Mother Shephard. You are very welcom Ma- 
ſters, | am glad to ſee you. 
Father Clerkenwell. Have you got good ripe 
Ale, Mother? 
Mother Shephard. Yes indeed, Sir, but I have 
but a little. 
_ Atſon. How much? 
Mot her Shephard. A dozen and a half. 
Father Clerkenwell. What's that between us 
two ? But come let'sg0 in. Waſh the Two-Quart 
Mug, for I am a-dry; two of them may quench 
my Thirſt a little for the preſent. Stay, give us a 


93 


ACT IL SCENE 1. 
SCENE rhe High Street. 
Enter Joan of Hedington and Mother Harris. 
ARRY comeup, youare 


Joan Hedington. M 
ſo proud with your * 
black Bag. Mother 


N. B. Joan wore 4 Hat, and Mother Harris 4 Hood. 


good North-Country Cuftomers ſtill; and here 


Quarter or Tobacco. [ Exeunt, | 


The 1 


Joan of Hedington. 21 

Mot her Harris. Well, twas none of your Mo- 
ny paid for t. | | mw 

Joan Hedington. But your Daughter'sdid. You 
are ſo proud of that Minks, and think to ſpoil 

my Cuſtom—But I would have you to know that 
I am ſounder than cer a Harris of you all. 

Mother Harris. You ſounder! I'd have you to 
know I ſcorn to let ſuch pitiful Rogues come 
into my Houſe as you have to do with. pho: 

Joan Hedington. I'd have you to know I have 
as good Cuſtomers cometo my Houſe as any Woman 
in Hedington, no Dſgrace to you, Goody Harris. 
Mother Harris. Sure you might have had a 
I Miſtreſs under your Girdle when you ſpoke to 
Ines Huſley. | 
Jan Hedingten. Huſſey me no Huſley, Mrs. 
J Slopdawdry. III pull your black Bag for you. I 
J am a better Woman than your ſelf, I have been 
an old Pariſhioner here, and gone to Church and 
all the Town know I have been honeſt in my Cal- 
ling; and to be abuſed by ſuch a Goſſip as yon, that 
J are come to put off your Pocky Ware in our Parith ! 

Mother Harris. No more Pocky Ware than 
your ſelf. 1 | 
Van Hedington. You lye, you Whore, Pll 
tear your Eyes out. 


Fall a fighting, Joan beats Mother Harris of 
the Stage, calling her Whore and Bitch, the 


other crying. 


SCENE II. The High-ftreer. 
Joan of Hedington ſola. 
Let's view the mighty Act which I have done: 
The thing is nes: of Heding ton. y 
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22 Jean of Hedingtoũ. 
I that have favour'd Youngſters many a Score, | 


Was neter affronted at this Rate before 8 
By ſuch an Upſtart, Taw dry, Pocky Whore; 


She from the Maggotiy Pie away was ſent, 


Becauſe ſhe had not Trade to pay her Rent. 


At Hinkſey then they would not let her ſtay, 


Becauſe ſhe kept a Bawdy-houſe, they ſay; 


But now I think I have given the Whore her due. 


Shall I be huſſied by a Bitch like you! 


Iwill reign Miſtreſs of this Place alone, 

And be the Tepping Dame of Hedington. 

But | think I had beſt go home and drink a Dram 
FR [ Exit Joan. 


No, I have beat her, and the Drab is gone, 


WET 18. SCENE I. 


SCENE Mother Harris's Houſe. 


Enter Mother Barris, Frank Harris, and Mr. Cole. 


Frank Harris. HIS is intolerable, that my 
Mother ſhould be abuſed by 
ſuch a Drab as Joan of Hedington, IIl be re- 
venged whatever it coſts me. He 
Mother Harris groanc. 
Mr. Cole. Alas, my Dear, torment thy ſelf no 
more, | ye” 
And you, dear Mother, ceaſe to Sob and Groan, 
For ler me never more be happy made 
By the Enjoyment of my lovely Frances, 
If I don't 1atishe your dire Revenge. 
Mother Harris, Ay Mr. Cole, nothing could 


oblige me ard. my Daughter more, than if you. 


would revenge me on that Witch. Frank 


9 28 82888882 


42 
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Joan of Hedington. 23 
Fran Harris. Ay, do my Dear, ſtudy how 
to revenge my Mother of that Witch; you're a 
Scholar, can't you Conjure??s | 

| [ Cole walks about Mujing, 

Mr. Cole. T'll break her Windows; Windows 

ſhe has none, | 5 
And then her Lattice is not worth the breaking. 
T11 go and drink her Brandy, and not pay her; 
But not to pay fort would be Ungentile, 
And I can ne'er be guilty of a thing that does 

not ſavour of a Gentleman” © | oO 
But ſtay, I have a Friendſhip with a certain Man, 
Cunning and cloſe, and truſty to his Friend, 
Pinder, my Eyes Delight, my other Self; 
He promis'd me that Diſputations done 
He'd take a Walk, and meet me at this Place. 
Oh for his coming now when moſt I waut hun! 
He'll find a ſpeedy Way to my Revenge, 
And gratifie my Mother and my Miſtrefe. 
Two Heads are always wiſer far than One, 


And when to mine his Counſels ſhall be joyn'd, 


We'll plague this Saucy Joan, with Force united. 
I believe, Mrs. Frances, twould do your Mother 
good to drink ſome of this warm Flip. 
Mm her Harris. I cant drink Flip, if *twas 
Flip of Gold, till I'm reveng'd. 5 
Frank Harris. Dear Mr. Cole, help my Mo- 
ther but in this one Buſineſs, and III love you 
better than ever I did Mr. Warberton. © 
Mr. Cole. Bleſſing attend you for this laſt Ex- 
hn 
O what a vaſt Reward is this you promiſe! 
Thy Love, for which I many a time would die, 
Is to be gain'd now upon Eafte Terms. | 
Were Joan on t'ocher iide of Shotover, 
6 And 
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24 Joan of Hedington. 
And all the Way ſtuck full of Bears and Lyons; I 
Were Snakes and Camels there, and living Toads, ( 
Pd fetch her tho' ſix Giants ſtood to guard her. | 
This I could do alone with fingle Strength, I 
But when ſhall have Pindar's Force and Council 
I'd dare Indeed what would I not dare then. \ 
Mother Harris. I think you muſt carry me I 
to the Bed, to lie down a little. 
Frank Harris. Pray Mother ſtay a little, here's 9 
Crendon the Bagpiper. b 
Mother Harris. Muſick encreaſes Melancholy — 
Thoughts: 
But bring; no Eaſe to Minds oppreſs'd with Grief. 
[ They carry her off. 8 
SCENE II. Joan's Houſe. 
Enter Father Clerkenwell and Atſon. 7 
Father Clerkenwell. Here Who is within 
here! give mea Quartern of Brandy. 1 
Atſon. And me another. Joan, we muſt 90 4 


up the Stone Stairs. 
Joan Hedington. Hold, two Words to a 
Bargain, you owe me a Groat for laſt Time. L 
FatherClerkenwel). ꝓoan, where's your Helper? 
Joan Hedington. She is gone a Hay=making. 
Father Clerkenwell. Well then, I will go to 
Mother Harris. 
Joan Hedington. Rather than that ln do 
any thing, 
Wipe off old Scores, and let you run on new 3 
I freely do forgive the Groat you owe me, 
But mention not, oh, ſpeak not any more 
1 That odious, filthy, pocky Name of Harris 1 
" or 
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Joan of Hedington. 


For when I hear it once, my curdled Blood 
Chills at my Heart, and trembles in my Veins, 
Be'nt ſo unkind, dear Clerły, to go thither ; 
I vow you make me weep with your Unkindneſs. 
Father Clerkenwell. I be*nt unkind Foany, I 1 
vow you make me cry too. I wo®nt go Foany, 
I wo'nt. | | 
Atſon. No, he ſhan't go. Come let's all three 
go up Stairs, and be Friends, and bid your Huſ- 
band burn us a Pint of Brandy. [ Exeunt. 


ACTIV. SCENE I. 


SCENE A Field adjacent to Mother Harris 
her Houſe. 


Enter Mr. Pindar and Mr. Cole. 


Mr. Pindar. I Tell you Friend, from hence- 
forth be at Eaſe, 
The Lovely Frances ſoon ſhall be your own, 
And Mother Harris have her wiſh'd Revenge. 
Mr. Cole. Thou beſt of Friends, let me em- 
brace thee cloſe; | | 
Let's both away and perfect thy Deſign. 
Mr. Pindar. Hold, you muſt ſtay behind; T'll 
ac alone, | 
To ſhew how much Pindar will do for Cole. 
You in y Abſence comfort up your Mother, 
Put Sugar in her Ale, *twill eaſe her Grief, 
And you and gentle Frances ſearch the Henrooſt, 
That when I bring home News of your Revenge, 
With a large Diſh you Lovers may be ready 
In Eggs and Bacon to proclaim my Welcome. 
But hold, I want a Rope. 
Ar. Cole, Herc's one lies ready. f 
i Mr. Pin. 


Fun of Reer 


Ar. Pindar. Tis well, Good - buy. ¶ Exeunt. 


Mr. Cole. Now you propitious Stars be Guides 
to Pindar, 


For never Man fo freely undertook 


To ferve his Friend in ſuch a Dangerous Moment, 
SCENE II. Mother Harris's Parlour. 


Baker Frank Harris leading Mother Harris, 
and Mr. Cole. . 


Ale was, very good, I did not care if we had the 


other Flaggon. 
Enter Mrs. Franklin. 


"Mrs. Franklin. I'm ſorry to ſee you ſo ill, Mrs. 
„* z that ſame Joan's a ſawey Huſſey, ſhe 
beat me. one Day too. 

Mr. Cale. Ah. Mrs. Franklin, this is kindly 
done, to come to comfort us in our Diſtreſs, 


Mother Franklin. I am willing to do any 


Nejghbourly Kindneſs; Lord forſooth you are 


black and blue, you muſt put on ſome wet 


Brown Paper. 

Mr. Cole. | Aſide to Frank Harris.) This 
Mrs. Frank/is is a very good Woman, ſhe under- 
ſtands Chirurgery I ſce. Will you pleaſe to walk 
in and Drink, Mrs. e # n 


ACT V. "SCENE I 


S C E N E Joar's Houſe. 
Joan of Hedington, and. Mr. Pindar. 


Joan, 1 [ glad they are gone, they were two 
[wiring Fellows. 


Enter 


Mother Harris. Lord Mr. Cole, that ſugar'd 


% far} ney, Y th fg} ot 


— es Es Zn 


—— m u —d — — 
—— — > —-—— 


66— 8 


Joan of Hedington. 29 


Enter Mr. Cole. 


Mr. Cole. How do you do, Joan? 

Joan Hedington. * * well Sir; tho' I 
muſt beg your Pardon, I don't remember your 

Name. 

Mr. Cole. T believe not. I was never here be- 
fore. But Mr. Hopman, of Cripſꝭ, recommended 
me to you for a Gill of Brandy, and a Firk or 
two up the Szone Stars, little Joan. up the 
Stone Stairs, little Joan. | 

Jaan Hedin gon. Will you pleaſe, Sir, to 
have your Brandy before you go UP, or burn'd 
againſt you come down? 6 

Ar. Cole. Againſt I come down, little Joan. 


SCENE II. Joan Chamber. 


Mr. Cole and Joan of Hedington. 


Pind. ſolus: ] PII do it, and yet methinks my 
Heart relents. 

Why ſhould I murder her that never hurt mes 
Not me indeed, but ſure my Friend is me, 
And ſince this Joan has dar'd to be ſo bold 
To injure Cole, the muſt have injur'd Piadar. 
Hence then Compaſſion, and all tender Thoughts, 
For Mother Harris ſoon ſhall be reveng d, 
And by this Hand of mine. 


Euter Joan. 


My Dear, come fit Cown upon the Bed little Jaan. 
[4s ſhe is going to fit down he toſſes the 
Nooſe of the. Rope over ber Head. | 
Joan Hedin ton. What's this for ? 
Mr. Cole. No hurt, little Foan | vo hurt! 
| He a. Noaſe, aud ties her up to the Beam. 


Lis 


28 Joan of Hadington. 
Tis done, and now I'll inſtantly to Cole, 
And bring him joy ful News of his Revenge. [ Ex. 


SCENE III. Mother Shephard's Houſe. 


Mother Shephard, and the Church-warden. 
Church-warden. Lord, Mother, have you heard 


the News? 


Mother Shephard. No not I, what News? 

Church-warden, Why, there's ſuch a Clutter 
about Joan's Door, you'd admire at it; poor Joan 
has been almoſt hang d. A Scholar came and tied 
her up to a Beam in her Chamber, and if her Huſ- 
band had not come and cut her down, ſhe had 
been hanged by this time. 

Mot her Shephard. Well, I always faid ſhe 
would come to a bad End; *tis but what ſhe de- 
ſerves for being ſuch a Whore. 

Church-warden, Well, I'm glad the poor Wo- 
man is not hanged for all that. | 

Mother Shephard. Women whoſe Honour 

ſhould be ſtill their Guide, 
Wt en once they give it up, and go aſide, 
Into a numerous Maze of Miſchiefs run, 


As may be ſeen by Joan of Hedington. 


. —— 


EPILOGUE. 


UR Play is done, and if it chancetopleaſs, 
Ve ſhall be mighty glad, and much at Eaſe ; 


Why our young Poet ne er will write again, 


For he's as Proud and Surly as old Ben. 


But if it ſhou'd not pleaſe you, Sirs! what then 
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JJ 
Of Horacs his Behaviour during his Stay at 
Frinity- College, in Cambridge, With an OpR 
to Entreat his Departure thence; Together 
with a Copy of his Medal, taken out of Tri- 


nity-College Buttery, by a Well Wiſher to that 
SOCIETY. | f 


SAVING had ſome Intimacy with He- 
; Cal race, and likewiſe an Acquaintance with 
Þ) ſeveral of the Fellows of Trinity-College, 


=; 


Al have been ſo Curious as to collect ſome 
Particulars concerning his Stay and Beha- 
viour at that Place, where he lay indeed, and Eat 
and Drank at the Maſter's Lodge; but his Apart- 
ment was magnificently fitted up, and his Entertain- 
ment profuſely provided for, at the Coſt of the Fel- 
lows and Scholars. He declared often, that his Mind 
had preſaged to him that he ſhould come into Great 
Britain, from the very time that he wrote the Thirty 
fifth Ode of his Firſt Book to Fortune, where he im- 
plores her to preſerve Ceſar in his Journey and Voyage 
to Britain. | | 

O Diva, Gratum que regis Antium, 

Præſens vel imo tollere de gradu 

Mortale corpus, vel ſuperbos 
Vertere funeribus triumphos, &c. 

Great Goddeſs, Antium's Guardian Power, 

Whoſe Force is ftrong and quick m raiſe 

The loweſt to the higheſt Place; 

Or with a wond'rous Fall 

To bring the haughty lower, | 
And turn proud Triumphs to a Funeral, &c. Nr. Creech. 
Serves iturum Caſarem in ultimo, | 


Orbis Britannos, & Juvenum recens 
Examen, ois timendum 


Partibus, Oceanoque rubro. 
Projerve 


”—— wn ͥ — co 


Treſerus Great Cæſar, Cæſar lead: 
To diſtant Britain, guide his Fate, 
And keep the Glory of our State, 

The Youth that muſt infeſt 


30 Some" Account of = 


With Arms the hanghty Medes, | (St 
Au ſcatter Fears and Slavery through the Eaſt, Nr. Creech of 
And he actually Propheſied concerning his coming the 
into Britain in the Fourth Ode of his Third Book, got 
where he declares he would undertake that Voy- Cc 
age by the Help of the Muſes, though he, was natu- fin 
rally afraid of the Sca, and a great Coward, according 
to his own Character. . fs 
D. mecum vos eritis, libens © | gar 
nſanientem navita Boſphorum © 93 S M: 
Tentabo, & arentes Arenas | got 
Litzoris 'Aſſyrii Viator. ys Ol 
Viſam Britamnos hoſpitibus feros, itt an $6.7 pe: 
E latum equino ſanguine Comcanum _ | Bo 
Viſam pharetratos Gelonos, 
er Et Scythicum inviolatus amnem. 
milf you my feeble Ship ſhall guide 
TI forigly ſtem the proudeſt Tide, 
Fl Travel through the fartheſt Eaſt, 
here never Mortal Foot bath preſt; 
Britain's inhoſpitable Flood 
And Thracians pleas'd with Horſes Blood, 
on Scythian Sands Ill boldly tread, ; 
A! And ſtoutly ſee the quiver d Mede. 79 Mr. Creech. 
il But in ſhort it ſeems Horace would go any where 
1 for good Entertainment, and, as their ill Fate would 
if! have it, came to 1rinizy-Gollege to excrciſe their Ho- 
wp ſpitality, which he has done to ſome purpoſe, as will 
it : . 
1 appear hereafter. Whilſt he was at Rome, he familiar- 
WT ly told Albius Tibulius in the fourth Epiſtle of his 
| | firſt Book. SEES 
11 Me pinguem & nitidum bene curata cute viſcs, Bu 
| nem ridere voles Epicuri de Grege Porcum. | | ea 
þ Then come and ſee me now. grown plump and fene, | vi 
Wi. When you would laugh at one of Epicurus' Swine. My. Creech. 
| He is much improved ſince that time, and is become 
Totus Teres atque Rotundus,as Round as a Bowl, or the 


Hoop of a Teirce of Claret; ſo that when the Fellows 
ſaw this Black unwieldy Outlandiſn Pig come into their 
Kitchen. 


Horace: s Behaviour, &c. 31” 
Kitchen-Garden (which the College Cooks uſed to. have for 
Por-berbs, Sallads, &c. but has ſines been. forcibly, diſpos d 
of by the Maſter] by taking the Key and giving ir to one 
of the Fellows, expreſly againſt the Conſent of the Seniors, 
(See Remarks upon a Letter, by Mr. Aller, Fellow 
of Trinity-Colleze, p. 69.) they might apprehend in 
the very worſt Senſe of the Proverb, that a Hag war 
got into their Peaſe; for he ravaged them like an i 
Cocherer, who never departs as long as he can find a 
ſingle Potato. | ho. ES 

When he firſt came, he cried out againſt Merchants 
for importing Wine, and drinking out of Plate, aud 
gave in his Bill of Fare very ſparingly ; ſome Chicory, 
Mallows to looſen his Body, and now and then a few 
Olives, were all that he deſired, and would often re- 
peat theſe Verſes of the Thirty firſt Ode of his Firſt 


—— 


Book. 


— dives & Aureis 
Mercator exſiccet culullis 
Vina Syra reparata merce, 

Diis carus ipſis; quippe ter & quater 

Anno reviſens equor Atlanticum | 

Impune; me paſcunt olive, 

Me cichorea leveſque malue. * 

| The Merchant now come ſafe to Land. . 

In Golden Goblets quaffs the Mine, | bs * . 
His Syrian Wares and Voyage gain J. 0 
He chief darling of the God, | 

For twice a Tear he plows the Main, 
He rides the proud Atlantick Floods, 
Ad yet males ſafe Returns again. 

Me Chicory and Olives feel, 

Me looſning Mallows nobly feaſt; | 

"They git e what Nature's Wants can need, - 0 

And kmdly fill the eaſie Gueſt, Ar. Creech, 


But ſoon afterwards he ſhews himſelf not to be fo 
eaſie a Gueſt, and declares himſelf for Banquers, Nos con- 
vivia, for Rummaging, Careleſſneſs and Debauchery. 
Nos convivia, nos prœlia Viremum * 
Sectis in juvenes umguibus acrium 5 
Cantamus, vacui. ſive quod urimur, 5 3 
Non prater ſolitum lee. Ode SE 1, 


1 
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Some Account of 


1 fong foft Boys and Virgins Wars, | | 
How ſoon they ſmile, how angry ſoon, 
muß cloſe par d Nails and tender Tooth 
They all invade the ruffiing Youth ; 

Thus urge my Frolick on, 
An bid Farewell, a long Farewell to Cares. 


Then there was nothing to be heard of from him, 


bur. 4 
Hang Sorrow, caſt away Care, 

Te College is bound to find us : 

For you and I and all muſt die, 
leave the World behind us. 


Or elſe, as Mr, Geech has paraphraſed upon the Ninth 


Ode of the firſt Book, in the true Strain of a Ballad. 


All Cares and Fears are fond and vain, 
Fly vexing Thoughts of Dark 30-Morrovy, 
What Chance ſcores up count perfett Gain, 
And baniſh Buſineſs, baniſh Sorrow. | 
And then Horace would repeat twenty Songs to 
the ſame purpoſe, which appear in his Works, and 
are tranſlated by his admired Friend Mr. Creech; 
for during his Stay in College, he gain'd ſome 
ſmattering in the Enxgliſb, and being informed that 
Mr. Geech, who had tranſlated his Works, was the 


fame Perſon who had tranſlated Lucretius, he had a 


great V=neration for him, for having, as far as in him 
lay, propagated the Epicurean Principles. For Horace 
had always a Bent to that Philoſophy rather than any o- 
ther, notwithſtanding his pretended Recantation which 
he publiſhed in the Thirty fourth Ode of his Firſt Book, 


Parcus Deorum cultor, & infrequens, 
Inſanientis dum ſapientiæ 
Conſultus erro: nunc retrorſum 
Vela dare, atque iterare curſus 
 Cogor relictos. ——— 
I that but ſeldom did adore, 
I that no God but Pleaſure knew, 
Whilſt mad Philoſophy did blind, 
And Epicurus fool d my Mind, 
Muſt keep that impious Courſe no more, 
But turn my Sails and Steer a-new. 


He pretended to have been converted by a Clap of 


Thunder, or perhaps took the Advice of a Grave * 
On, 


to | 


For 
Th 
85 1 
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ſon, (See Remarks upon a Letter, by Mr. Aliller, Fel- 
low of Trinity College, p. 141.) whoſe Maxim it is, 
that a Man ſhould have the face of Religion, for it would 
do him ſervice in the World. Bur I never heard that 
Horace, whilſt in College, kept Chapel (ibid.) him- 
ſelf, but that he has hindered other Perſons from 
minding Divinity, which ſhould have been their pro- 
per Study, rather than to find out Qu , and Atque's, 
and Vel's, and Nec's, and Neque's, at the Expence'of 
a thouſand Pounds a Year and upwards, deſigned for 
much better Uſes than to correct an old Latin Sopg- 
Book, not to ſay worſe of it, notwithſtanding all the 
Graces and Beauties of irs Language. n 

During his Stay he took every Opportunity to re- 
commend Drinking and Pleaſure. Was it Spring time, 


that was moſt proper. 
Solvitur acris Hyems grata vice Veris & Favoni: 
Trahuntque ſiccas machinæ carinas. 
At neque jam ſtabulis gaudet pecus, aut arator igni, „ 
Nec prata canis albicant pruinis. | Ode 4. L. 1. 


And therefore, as Mr. Creech ſays, he adviſes his Friend 


to live mer il. 
Sharp Winter melts, Favonius ſpreads his Wing, g 
A pleaſing Change, and bears the Spring- 
Dry Ships drawn down from Stocks now plow the Main, 
And ſpread their greedy Sails again: 
Nor Stalls the Ox, nor Fires the Clown delight, 
And Fields have loft their hoary White. 


For according to this Author the Spring makes him 
Thirſty, and heattributes his Defire of Liquor more 
to the Seaſon, than his own Inclination. | 


Fam Veris Comites que mare temperant, 
Impellunt anime lintea Thracte: 
Fam nec prata rigent, nec fluvii ſtrepunt 
Hyberna nive turgidi, &c. 
Adduxere tim tempera Calibus Virgili: 
Sed preſſum calibus ducere Liberum 
Si geſtis juvenum Nobilium cliens | 
Nardo vina merebere. | Ode 12. L. 4 
The ſoft Companions of the Spring, 
The gentle Thracian Gales, © 
Spread o'er the Earth their flowry Wing, 


And ſwell the greedy Merchant's Sails: 
O The 
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The Streams not {woli with melted Snow 


CA 


In fair Meanders play, | 
To quiet Seas they ſmoothly flow, 
Aud gently eat their eaſie way, &c. 


The Seaſon, Virgil, brings us Thirſt ; | VE, 
__ you Mirth deſign PA | ( 
With noble Youths, bring Ointment firſt, red 


And TA provide thee racy Wine, My. Creech, Sur 


But Winter was the Seaſon he molt delighted in,which his 


was the time for Jollity, not only for Profuſenels in 
Drink but in Firing, Yetuſtis extruat Lignis focum, Th 


Epod. 2, then the Fire was to be built high with dry and 


p. 168.) any thing, but don't let us Starve;, and then 
he would break out into theſe Words of the Ninth T; 
Ode of his Firſt Book, 


blazing Logs, and then he us'd to ſtir up his Friends 5 
to Mirth, with his thirteenth Fpode. of 
Horrida Tempeſias Cælum contraxit & imbres upe 
Niveſque deducunt Fovem, &c. : Ae 
The latter part of which has been ſince tranſlated F ... 
into that Common, but Cheerful Song, f 
Old Chiron thus Preach'd to his Pupil Achilles, Po] 
Which concludes to this Purpoſe, 1 ma 
But all the while you lie before the Town and 
Drink, and drive Care away, Drink and be Merry, 
Yow'll ne er go the ſooner to the Stygian Ferry. 
And amidſt his plenteous Cups, be would ſtill be com- 
manding to lay on more Fire. Whoſe there! Bring yet 
Coals, Billets, Turf, Sedge, Charcoal, (vide Remarks, Joy 


Vides, ut alta ſtet niue candidum, | of 
Soracte, nec jam ſuſtineant onus | 
Sylva laborantes : geluque 
Frigora conſtiterint acuto? 
Diſſolve frigus, ligna ſuper foco 
Large reponens: atque benignius 
Deprome quadrimum Sabina, 
Oh Thaliarche, merum diota. 


See how the Hills are white with Snow, 
Ihe Seas are rough. the Woods are toſt, 
The Trees beneath their Burthen bow, 

And purling Streams are bound in Froſt. 
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Diſſolve the Cold with noble Wine, 
Dear Friend, and make a'rouzing Fire; 
*Gainſi Cold without and Care within 2 tr W | 
Let both with equal Force conſpire. My. Creech. 
One of Horace's Qualitics was, that he never wan- 
ted to go Home, but would keep up his Company till 
Sun-rifing, as he tells us'in the Twenty Firſt Ode of 
his Third Book. _ | 4 

Viveque producent Incerns 

Dum rediens fugat aſtra Phabus. 5 
The Reader muſt pardon the want of a Tranſlation 
to theſe Verſes, becauſe Mr. Creech tells us in his Pre- 
face, That ſome Principles he had made him Cautious 
of ſome Odes, and that he had paſt by three more 
upon a different Account. I cannot tell upon what 
Account; but this Ode happened to be fo Unfortunate: 
as to be one of them. 5 

Although he pretended to be no Newſmonger or. 
Politician, nor to concern himſelf how the War was 
managed, or who paid Taxes, ſo he enjoy'd his Eaſe 
and Pleaſure ; 1 | 

Quid Bellicoſus Cantaber, aut Scytha, &c. Ode 11. L. 2. 

What fierce Cantabrians, what the Scythians dare, 

Make, Friend, no Object of thy Care, &c. 3 
yet he was a Religious Obſcrver of all publick Re- 
joycings for any Victory; he never fail'd to be the 
moſt zealous Aſſiſtant at a Gawdy ora Bonefire. At ſuch 
Times he uſed to be the Ring- leader of his Compani- 

ons, and this was generally the Beginning and Burthen 
of his Song. | 

; Nunc eft bibendum, nunc pede libero 

Pulſanda tellus : nunc ſaliaribus 

Ornare pulvinar deorum 


Tempus erat dapibus Sodales. Ode 37. L. 1. 


Now, nom, 'tis time to Dance and Play, 
And Drink, and Frolick all the Day; 
- Tis time, my Friends, to baniſh Care; 
And Coſily Feaſts 
With thankful Hearts prepare 
In hallow'd Shrines, and make the Gods your Gueſts. 


It ſeems he was more peculiarly accuſtomed to ob- 


ſerve the firſt of March, for many Years together. 
C 2 Mar tiis 


Some Account of 

Martiis Cale bs quid agam Kaletidis, 

uid velint flores, & Acerra Ihuris Dt ts 
" miraris, &c. Ode 8. L. 3. 
What I, a Batchelor, intel. | 

My Learned Lord, and Noble Friend, 

In Mars his Calends, you admire, 
I#hat mean thoſe Flowers that crown my Head, 


" The Coals on Green-Turf Altars laid, | E 
Where in ſmall Cenſors chanktul Sweets expire, Mr. Creech, 
And then he was ſo modeſt as to ask Mecanas to lay 
aſide Thoughts of Publick Buſineſs: 
Negligens ne qua populus laboret, 
Pearce Privatus nimium cavere. 


Neglect the various Turns of State, 
The Sports of Chance, or Nods of Fate: 


And to deſire him to Drink a hundred Cups to 
bis Health, and fit up till Day-light, which was bur 
a moderate Requeſt for ſo great a Man to do for ſuch 
a Friend. Ef | TOY 
Sume Macenas Cyathos amici 
Soſpitis centum : & vigiles lucernas 
Profer in Lucem. 


Let watching Tapers chaſe the Night, 
And riſing Morn reſtore the Light. | 

Horace was reſolved to keep up the good Cuſtom in 
England, though it was after ſomething a different 
way from what he uſed to do at Rome: A Friend of 
his coming into his Chamber on theKalends of M.rch, 
which is more generally known by the Title St. Da- 
vids-day, found him very Complaiſant to the Seaſon; 
inſtead of his Veſſel of old Wine, he was very plenti- 
fully provided with a Gag of Welk Ale; inſtead of the 
Flowers that u, ed to Crown his Head, be had got a 
prodiouſly over-grown Leek in his Hat, and theThank- 
ful Sweets were much more Satis factorily ſupply'd, with 
the Odour of a dozen of warm Crults and a whole 
Cheele toaſting before the Fite. 

He was of a flattering Temper, and there was no 
truſting to him, or any Perſon that belong'd to him; 
he that promiſes over-much is ſure toperform nothing. 
At one time no Perſon was ſo great with him as 


Maca nas, 


— — 
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Mecenat, as we ſee by the Seventeenth Ode of his 


ſecond Book, where he takes an horrible Oath, that he 


will aſſuredly die rhe ſame Day with Mecenas, and 8 


that noching ſhould part them, not even the breath of rhe 
Erre- ſpitting Chimera, nor the force of the Hundred 


handed Gyas; but chere was nothing of all this (as 


well as ſome other things) to be depended on. 
As he grew daily more unwieldy, ſo he fell into the 
Dutch Faction, and was extremely pleafed with'a 
Book I had then by me, bur is ſince loſt, which was 
an Edition of his Odes and Epodes, in a fair Character, 
with a Tranſlation on the other ſide into Dutch Proſe. 
It might be very Elegant for ought 1 know, being 
not much converſant in that Language; all that I can 
remember of it is * 
o Nata mecum Conſule Manlio. Ode 21. L. 3. 
Whan Mijn Heer Manlius Bourgour-Maeſter waes. 

I fancy it might not be improper for Hiace to take a 
Journey to Amſterdam, to fee what Improvements he 
can make of himſelf in Hlland. In the mean time 
there was a prodigious and unuſual Conſumption of 
Bread, Ale and Firing in the Lodge, fo that the Fel- 
lows made a publick Complaint. They thought they 
were not obliged to pay for Horace s Maintenance, 
whilſt he was recruiting himſelf with ſome few E- 
mendations of his Work ; they alledged, That if 
£ any Benefactor, Farmer, or outlying Officer of the 
© College be invited to the Table of the Maſter, Ma- 
jor-Fellows, or Scholars, the College is to bear the 
Charge; but if the Maſter, or any Member of the 
College, invite any elſe, he muſt pay the College 
the Value of the Dinner or Supper. Remarks up- 

on a Letter, by Mr. Miller, p. 164. 

The Entertainment of ſuch a Gueſt as Brace ran 
the College to great Expence, and the Maſter to great 
Extravagancy in his Demands from the Fellows. 

Mr. Miller in his Remarks on the Letter ſays, I 
© will inſert but one Account of what the Maſter has 
© taken, beſides his ſtatutable Allowances, ard that in 
the compals of one Year,though he was abſent about 
© half the Time, From 


5 Some Account of 
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From the Senior Burſar. | I. s. d. 
1, l. s. d. Small Beer 45 o oo 
Coal: 63 12 O | Bread 59 07 oo 
Commencem. Money ©6 13 og | Flower o o oo 
Weſtminſt. Election o o oo Bran ol 10 04 
Chamber Rent 24 O oo | Dove-Houſe Of o Oo. 
From the Funior Burſar. From the Steward. 
Extraordinaries 47 10 os | Linnen, about 12 o 00 
Maſter's Gardner o oo oo Audit Exceedings o4 oo oo 
Billets 17 02 Oo | Brawn 03 10 oo 
Twrf and Sedge 14 og og | Chandler 10 00 oo 
Charcoal Is 00 o Extra Commons 41 12 oo 
From the Pandoxator. Servants Com. more 
Ale 62 16 oo than Statute. 5 


£ On the whole, this one Year, beſides his Statute- 
© Table, Allowances and Dividend, he took 454 J. 
£ 65s. 1d. for One Farthing of which there is no 
© Colour of Stature. * | 
And there are fix or ſeven of thoſe Items, which, 
for any thing | can find, are Original Encroachments 
of his own; and the reſt he has enlarged ro the 
degree of Amazement; How much Bread &c. he 
had in reference to the whole College, and as much 
as two other Colleges in the Univerſity; and how 
much in compariſon to former Maſters, is reſerv'd 
to the Evidence on the Articles; one ſingle Article, 
that of his Fire, which amounts to 110 J. 35. 9d. 
is ſo much, that ſcarce any Nobleman in England, 
I believe no Archbiſhop,ſpent the like in the time; 
© this Fuel muſt be ſold, or otherwiſe embezled, for 
© if he had kept a continual Fire in every Chimney of 
© his Lodge all that time, it could not have conſumed 
© fo much. | 
The fame Author goes on to ſhew, (pag. 170. 171.) 
how much the Maſter exceeded the Account ot De 


Mountazue in the following Particulars for ſeveral 
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Years. 

Senior Burſar's Books. Funior Burſar's Books, 
Anno 1 fo . d. 8 e be- 3 
1707 For Coal; 1705 Bullets fort 
8 the 1 77 14.58 Lodge. © IT; ol eo 
1708 — 63 06 o8 Turf and Sedge 14 09 09 


1709 — — 76 10 0 Billets for both Aſizes oz o 00 
| Pigeon 
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I. 8. d. F J. 6. d. 

Pigeon Meat. FE 03 Ol -02 wag : 7 06 os 
1709 Billets Sm. Beer Bar. 100. 45 oo og 
4 $99. » % 4. Craggs 314. 62 16 og 


and Sedge 11 07 o | I70g Flower, 13 
Billets for both Aſſizeso1 10 00 * Buſh. 1 Peck. 
Pigeon Meat 05 03 Of | Bread 33 06 oo 
Pandoxator's Office, Sn. Beer Bar. 101. 45 og oo 
1708 Flower 22 Buſhog, 00 09 | Ale Craggs 38 07 12 00 


It may ſeem very extraordinary that One ſingle 
Perſon ſhould in a Year expend 284 J. 65. 1 d. in 
Bread, Beer and Firing ; but | think I have abundant- 
ly juſtified the Maſter, in ſhewing that he had a Gueſt 
who was able to conſume that and much more; bur 
then it was for the Credit of the Society, that they 
once entertained a Perſon of that Eminence, and ir 
will redound to their Immortal Honour, nor only in 
Great Britain, but throughout all Europe. However, 
the Young Ladds, as they will be Gibing and Scoffing 
at their Betters, would often Accoſt Horace with theſe 
Lines of his own, at the End of the Second Epiſtle 
of his Second Book, telling him, that Gaiety 
was more proper for their Youth, than his Age, and 
therefore deſired him to Ruſticate himſelf, and Retrea 
to his own Sty, | 

Luſiſti ſatis, ediſti ſatis, atque bibiſti: ; 
Tempus abire tibi eſt: ne potum largins æquo 
Rideat, & pulſet laſciva decentius ætas. 
Theſe Verſes not being Tranſlated by Mr. Creech, 
whoſe Tranſlation may likewiſe be deficient in other 
Particulars, I ſhall preſent the Reader with a Para- 
phraſe of theſe Lines, and a Medal of Horace in his 
preſent Bulk and Proportion. 
Advice to HORACE to take his Leave of Pini. 
e College in CAMBRIDGE, =o © 


ORACE, you now have long enough 
At Cambridge plaid the Fool, 
Take back your Criticiſing Stuff 
1o Epicurus' School, 


But 
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But in Excuſe of this Lvl ay, 
Tur. ſo unwieldy grown, 

Thet if amongſt that Herd you lay, 
Tou ſcarcely ſhould be known. 

How many butter d Cruſts you've toft, 
Into your Weem ſo Big 

That you're more like (at College Ct) 

4 Porpus than a Pigg. 

But you from Head to Foo: are Bravvn, 
And, from Side o Side, 

You meaſure ( were a Circle drawn ) 
No longer than you're wide. 


Then bleſs me, Sir, How many Craggs 
You've drank of Potent Ale ! 
No wonder if the Belly ſwaggs, | 
That's Rival to a Whale. ENS. | 


en let the Fellows take the veſt, 


They ve had a 2 Taſter, 
But no great Likelyhood to Feaſt 
'Twixt Horace and the Maſter. 


mean time I entreat the Reader to accept of theſe, 


From, V&c. 


1 ſhall give a' farther Account of the Proceedings 
of Horace, which perhaps may diſcover ſome Points 
of Learning that have hitherto lain ſecret. In the 


